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This Glaffe of Steele, (if it be markt aright)
Difcries the faults, as wel of high as lowe.
And Philomdaes fourefolde iufl complaynte,
In fugred founde, doth Ihrowde a folempne fence,
Gainft thofe whpme Iufl, or murder doth attayntu
Lo this we fee, is Gafcoignes good pretence, *
To pleafe al forts, with his praifewoithy skill.
Then yelde him thanks in figne of like good wil

The Author to the Reader,

TO vaunt, were vaine: and flattrie were a faulte.
But truth to tell, there is a fort of fame,
The which I feeke, by fcience to aflault,
And fo to leaue, remembrance of my name.
The walles thereof are wondrous hard to clyme:

And much to high, for ladders made of ryme.
Then fmce I fee, that rimes can feldome reache,
Vnto the toppe, of fuch a {lately Towre,
By reafons force, I meane to make fome breache,
Which yet may helpe, my feeble fainting powre,
That fo at lafl, my Mufe might enter in,
And reafon rule, that rime could neuer win.

Such battring tyre, this pamphlet here bewraies,
In rymeleffe verfe, which thundreth mighty threate
And where it findes, that vice the wal decayes,
Euen there (amaine) with fliarpe rebukes it beates.
The worke (thinke I) deferues an honeil name,
If not? I fayle, to win this forte of fame,

Tarn Mart^ quam Mercurio.